CHAPTER 31 


May 14, 2011 


“Whoa, it started raining... | guess the weather report was right.” 


It had suddenly started down pouring outside of the school, much to Justin’s 
disapproval. He was usually a fan of rain, but considering that school had just 
ended, he’d rather be walking home in good weather. While it was true he always 
wore a hoodie over his uniform, his clothes would still be completely soaked by the 
time he’d make it home, not to mention what would happen if the wind decided to 
push the rain into his face. Besides, he hated putting his hood on. He thought it 
made him look like some sort of wannabe gangster. That left him with two options, 
walk home in the pouring rain and get drenched, or wait a good two or so hours for 
the rain to stop. He sighed slightly as Chie made her way back over to the rest of 
the group. 


“That means the show’s probably gonna be on tonight.” 


“That doesn’t mean anyone will be on it, though.” Justin raised his head from the 
cushion he had made from his arms, sighing slightly as he twirled a strand of his 
hair with his index finger. 


“| hope we don’t see anyone...” 


“Yeah, that’d be best. But if we do, maybe we'll see some kinda clue that can point 
us toward the killer...” 


“Well everyone, don’t forget to check the TV tonight. Got it?” 


Chie had practically ordered the entire group, the way she had ended that 
sentence. Not that that really was going to convince the group anyway. They all 
knew they had to keep a careful eye on that station on rainy nights like this. 
Nonetheless, everyone nodded their heads in agreement with Chie, before taking 
another look outside the window. Justin had never actually averted his gaze from 
the rain beating down against the side of the school, so it wasn’t much of a change 
for him. It was quiet for a while before Justin spoke up. 


“| take it no one brought an umbrella.” 
“Nope.” 
“Uh-uh.” 


“| didn’t either...” 


Leave it to Yukiko to be the only one who didn’t answer with an informal, one word 
answer, or some sort of onomatopoeia. Justin sighed slightly before standing up 
from his desk, stretching his back ever so slightly as he gained his bearings. 


“You’re not seriously going out in the rain, are you?” 
“What? Hell no. I’m going to go kill some time.” 
“Doing what?” 

“You'll see” 


Justin smirked slightly before making his way out the door. It apparently hadn’t 
struck the rest of the group when he said ‘you'll see’ that he meant for them to 
come with him. Justin had half a glare on his face when he stuck his head back 
around the door corner, his hand gesturing them over towards the door. 


“Alright, everyone got the stuff | told them to get?” 


The group had all been carefully crouched outside the door of the teacher’s lounge. 
The room was locked shut for the day, as all the teachers had apparently left. Such 
is the benefits of own a car, Justin supposed. Most of the gang was used to Justin’s 
covert ops-esque activities, save for Yukiko, who looked completely out of place as 
the group got into position near the door. She had been crouching like the rest of 
them, though her posture was a lot stiffer, where as the others seemed to have 
eased into their positions, no problem. Yukiko looked more like she had no idea 
what was going on. Mostly because she didn’t/ 


“Yeah, but what’s all this for?” 
“It’s a surprise. Alright, Yukiko, hand me the bobby pin.” 


He was a little surprised that Yukiko hadn’t actually had a bobby pin prior to Justin 
asking everyone to get certain things. She had longer hair, so he expected she 
would keep one on her in case she wanted to wear her hair a different way. He had 
never seen her do that, of course, but it was fairly common at his old-school for that 
to happen. He had assumed the same would apply here. Instead, Yukiko had to ask 
around the few people still left in the school to see if they had a spare one. Yukiko 
hesitantly handed the pin off to Justin, curious as to what exactly he was going to 
use it for. 


He pushed the bobby pin into the lock of the door, daftly moving his hands back and 
forth, swapping back and forth between adjusting the bobby pin and testing the 
waters on the door knob. The rest of the group wasn’t entirely sure whether they 
should be impressed or concerned when Justin managed to get the door open in 


twelve seconds flight. Save maybe Chie, who thought it was cool as fuck. Really, 
anything that reminded her of her movies tended to do that. 


Justin slowly opened the door, making his way in first as the others followed behind, 
still in their crouched positions. It wasn’t until Justin closed the door behind him that 
the group stood up, their hands pressed against their backs as they tried to realign 
themselves to their upright positions. Save maybe Yukiko, who had been half way 
there the entire time? 


“Y-you know, we shouldn’t be in here...” Yukiko spoke up, being the killjoy that she 
was. 


“But that’s the beauty of it. 


Justin weaved his fingers between each other before extending his arms, effectively 
cracking his knuckles. Justin took a look around at the group. Yosuke and Chie had 
been looking around the teacher’s lounge, fascinated by the insides of the room 
they had thought would be forever off limits to them. Justin couldn’t half blame 
them; it was a really nice lounge. Hell there was a flat screen television on the 
opposite end of the room. It hadn’t been part of his plan, though Justin thought of a 
nice use of that. Yu had just sorta been standing there, glancing at a few objects, 
though otherwise uninterested. He was essentially a neutral party; not necessarily 
opposed to the idea, but certainly not actively participating. Yukiko... Well Yukiko 
was fidgeting a lot. Justin swore if he hadn’t closed the door on his way in, she 
would have tried to sneak out. 


“Alright people, let’s get started.” 


Everyone nodded their heads as they proceeded to place their equipment down on 
the table near the entrance. Justin glanced over everything to make sure they had 
everything they needed. Indeed they did. Yosuke brought a screwdriver over from 
maintenance, Chie had brought a couple packs of gum, and Yu had brought 
Gatorade and some Grape Soda from the cafeteria. As for Justin... Well let’s just say 
Justin had printed out a surprise for the teaching staff. 


“Alright, good job everyone. Yosuke, toss me the screwdriver. Everyone, get started 
on chewing some of that gum.” 


“Wait, we have to chew it? | wish | picked a better flavor then...” 


Justin slid over to the couch on the opposite end of the room, screwdriver in hand. 
He made his way down to his knees before leaning in towards the legs of the couch, 
almost completely unscrewing each of the legs. Just enough that sitting down on it 
would cause the thing to collapse. It took little longer than he had expected it to, 
but that’s okay, because it gave the others more time to work on the gum. 


“Done. How we doing on the gum?” 


“I've got four pieces.” 
“Three here.” 
“Six.” 


The gang looked at Yosuke in slight surprise, as he blew a bubble. How fucking fast 
had this guy been chewing? 


“Wait, we were supposed to chew more than one?” 


Yukiko clearly hadn’t caught on to what the gum was supposed to be for, much to 
Justin’s amusement. At least Yosuke chewed fast enough that all of her bases were 
covered. 


“Uh... yeah?” 


“It’s fine, we have enough. You guys see the fridge over there? Stick it to the 
backside of the handle.” 


“Got it!” Chie and Yosuke said in synchronization as they made their way over to 
the fridge. Yu just sorta casually strolled over towards the fridge, where as Yukiko 
wasn’t even entirely sure if she should get any more involved than she already was. 
Justin dropped the screwdriver back on the table before grabbing the drinks Yu had 
bought. 


He made his way over to the coffee machine, opening the water tank. He slowly 
opened the Grape Soda, pouring it carefully into the tank. He had actually picked 
Grape Soda specifically for a reason. On top of being loaded with sugar, grape soda 
was a purplish color. When mixed with water, it comes out as a lightish-blue, not 
much different from the water’s original color. He carefully poured the cola into the 
water tank, careful not to pour too much in, lest the water’s color get too dark. 


After he finished polluting the coffee machine’s tank, Justin grabbed a few sugar 
packets, breaking them open into the water, just for a little extra kick. He sincerely 
hoped none of the teacher’s had high-blood pressure, lest he be charged with 
murder. As he finished pouring the sugar into the polluted water, he made his way 
over to a small pitcher of milk. He opened it up and poured some of the Gatorade 
into it, turning its white color into a slight bluish color. Because of the way the milk 
seeped into the coffee, that slight bluish tint that was visible in the milk would end 
up showing up in their coffee, effectively making their coffee blue. 


He finished mixing the beverages together and brought the can of cola and bottle of 
energy drink back over to table with the rest of their materials. He had no intention 
of throwing the soda or Gatorade out while they were in the lounge, lest any of the 
teachers have them examined for finger-prints. And by teachers, Justin meant King 
Moron. He took a glance over at the rest of the group, who had just finished sticking 


up the back of the fridge handles. It smelled horrible, even from over where Justin 
was Standing, but alas, it was irrelevant. 


“Okay, final step. Yu, take that paper, replace the announcement bulletin.” 
“Where’s that?” 
“| don’t know, probably the counter or something. Look around.” 


Yu gave a quick nod before gripping the paper and embarking on a search for the 
announcements sheet. He gave a quick look over at the replacement paper before 
laughing hysterically. There was some pretty fucked up stuff on that paper, and Yu 
knew exactly what Justin was trying to do with it. Justin only responded by giving Yu 
a glare, telling him to quiet down using only his eyes. Or eye. Whichever one works, 
really. No pun intended. 


“Yosuke, turn the TV to channel 257, then turn that shit off.” 
“Got it.” 


Yosuke made a dash over to the table to grab the remote off of the coffee table 
situated in front of the couch. 


“Chie, help me set up this camera.” 


Chie gave a slight nod as the two of them made their way over to the corner of the 
room, carefully placing the camera in the crevice made by the two walls meeting. 
They had to try to hide it as best they could, and the figured that a shadowy area 
like this would be perfect. Justin pointed the preview screen towards them, while 
they tried to set the camera up to get a good view of everything. Justin probably 
should have held out on doing that for just a few seconds longer as Yosuke finally 
made his way over to channel 257. 


“Jesus!” 


He could not turn that off quicker than he did. He had a good idea of what Justin had 
intended to do with the television, though he hadn’t thought Justin had the balls to 
take it to that level. Chie simply turned her head towards Justin, a combination of 
disgust and confusion on her face, as she saw the reflection of the channel in the 
preview panel. 


“You're setting it to a porn channel?” 
“Yep.” 
“How did you know channel 257 was a porn channel...?” 


Justin paused for a moment, return Chie’s glare back at him. 


“What are you implying?” 
“Well, why would you know what channel is a porn channel unless...” 
“Unless | watch it? Please, Chie. | have the internet for th-“ 


Her face only seemed to scrunch up in even more disgust. Justin hadn’t really been 
thinking when those words left his mouth. He managed to stop himself, though far 
too late for the damage to be reversed. 


“J-just kidding...!” 
“Ugh... You’re disgusting, you know that?” 


She shook her head before turning her attention back towards the camera. Justin 
soon followed suit, though he was more than a little distracted by the preview 
panel. He totally forgot that Yukiko was just standing there doing nothing. And she 
had clearly seen what had popped up on the television screen, much to her 
mortification. She was completely speechless. Yosuke was... Well Yosuke looked like 
he was taking a mental note of the channel number. 


“So how is this camera thing going to work anyway?” Chie asked. Justin was a little 
surprised she had already dismissed the previous topic of discussion from her mind. 
Granted, given the topic, he couldn’t really blame her for trying to force it out of her 
head. 


“It’s set up for a livestream” Just said, carefully plugging the camera into an outlet 
while hiding the chord to the best of his abilities. “It’s got wi-fi and all that stuff built 
into it. All | have to do is set this up here... and done. It’ll film everything the 
teacher's do so long as the wi-fi stays up.” 


“So how are we supposed to watch it?” Yosuke asked. 


“| have it set to record the session at the same time just in case, but we can just 
watch it on our cellphones in homeroom.” 


“Are you sure you didn’t think of this in advance?” 


“If | thought of it in advance there would be a fucking Rube Goldberg device in 
here.” 


“A what now?” 
“Dammit Yosuke! I’m not explaining this to you!” 
“Geeze, fine, I'll just google it later.” 


“Alright, all set.” 


Yu made his way back towards the rest of the group, a different piece of paper in 
his hands. He had a smile on his face until he saw the look of disgust on Yukiko’s 
face, and to a certain extent Chie’s. He had to wonder what the hell the rest of the 
group was doing while he was searching for the announcement sheet in the faculty 
closet. 


“Uh... something happen?” 


“You don’t want to know...” Yukiko added, her eyes wide open. She had never 
sounded more matter of fact in her life. 


“Alright, so, then is everyone done with their shit?” 
“All set over here.” 
“Same.” 


“I... think so...” Yukiko had done the least of anyone in the room, so Justin wasn’t all 
that surprised that she wasn’t sure if she had missed something. 


“Right then, let’s go.” 


The group made their way out the door, carefully closing it behind them. Yukiko’s 
heart was beating a thousand miles an hour, though the rest of the group seemed 
to be doing just fine. Justin laughed slightly as they made their way away from the 
door, the rest of the group following suit. It had stopped raining for a moment, so 
now was the perfect time to make a clean get-away. They grabbed their stuff from 
the lockers, and then met up by the entrance to walk home. 


“| don’t know how you do it, man.” Yosuke spoke up as the group departed from the 
school 


“Do what?” 
“All these pranks. Like, do you have a big book of them at home or something?” 
“You're forgetting where | come from.” 


“| didn’t realize mixing Gatorade in a coffee machine was a common prank in 
California.” 


“That’s because it’s not. Too much science involved, | guess.” 
“The science of Gatorade and Coffee...?” 


“IT call it Mocha-logy.” 


Chie chuckled slightly at Justin’s terrible play on words, if you could even call it that. 
“So what did you put on that paper you gave to Yu?” 

“You'll see in the morning.” 

“Don’t you think they'll notice the difference.” 


“The changes are very subtle.” Yu added, though that just left Yosuke wondering 
how Justin had managed to get so close to the original when he had never SEEN the 
original. Hell, he had typed it up in like 5 minutes while they were prepping for their 
little prank. 


“Really? | thought Justin was just gonna write ‘fuck’ over and over again.” 


“1 do at the end. Once you get into the flow of reading, you don’t stop yourself 
immediately when you come across questionable content.” 


“Jesus, where do you even get these ideas?” 


“From Anchorman.” 


Justin blinked slightly as the image on the screen faded out of view. The Midnight 
Channel had gone on air again tonight, only rather than the empty room he was 
used to seeing over the last two weeks or so, he had seen the silhouette of a man. 
He wasn’t sure how exactly to react. On one hand, the very fact that someone had 
appeared on the screen meant that someone's life was in danger. On the other 
hand, it meant that they’d have another potential witness to the crime. Justin 
sighed slightly. What bothered him the most, wasn’t that he had seen someone on 
the screen, it was that feeling that he had seen this person before. He couldn’t 
make out details, but the shape of his head, that hair, his body type... It seemed so 
familiar... 


His thoughts were interrupted by the tell-tale sound of his cell-phone crying out to 
him. He flipped the phone open and pressed it to his ear. 


“Did you see that!?” It was Chie. No surprise really. 
“Yeah, but... wasn’t that a guy?” 

“It sure looked it...” 

“So then does that mean...?” 

“Ugh, | am so confused.” 


“Welcome to the club.” 


